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NO CALLERS 


OT EVEN A BIKINI! 


Roger Spendwell could hardly 
believe his eyes when he saw the 
address form which the application 
had come. Stapletown. It was not 
just the fact that Stapletown was his 
own domicile, but it was some fifty 
odd miles from the Agency office 
which he managed. He commuted 
every day and to actually receive a 
letter of application for considera- 
tion from a young budding model 
seemed too coincidental for words. 
Stapletown was not so small that 
everybody knew everybody else, 
but it could hardly be registered as 
a large Metropolitan type area 
either. 


It was not a figment of his imagina- 
tion that he seemed to recognise 
the girl who had enclosed several 
quite good snaps of herself and a 
nagging tug of his own memory 
tried to place the place or places 
that he might have met her or even 
seen her. Normally he realised that 
such a shapely young woman as 
that in the photographs would have 


certainly found a more anchored 
picture in his mind and the fact that 
he could not recall the situation in 
which he had seen her bothered 
him more than a little. Because he 
was a manager of a Model Agen- 
cy, his natural habit was to be con- 
stantly on the look out for girls who 
held the qualifications to put 
themselves advantageously before 
a camera and present a pleasing 
picture of all their natural charms. 


Again he studied the photographs 
of a bikini class nymph and he 
acknowledged that the pulchitrude 
was the sort that would have men 
asking for more. He did not waste 
time trying to conjur up pictures of 
her in the nude, because he was 
quite able to get a girl that way 
when she came for the interview 
with him. Strange how girls, who at 
first would blush and show a coy 
side of their nature would soon 
forget the state of naked exhibition 
once their clothes were eventually 
shed. That is the new girls to the 


modelling business; the regulars of 
course were out of their clothes 
within the first minutes and no 
nonsense about it. They had gone 
through all this before and shed- 
ding clothes to these regulars was 
as easy as eating breakfast. But 
then Cindy Hazelton was honest 
enough to admit in her letter that 
she had never done any ACTUAI 
posing au natural, and had been 
advised by a friend to write to him. 
Who the hell was the friend? he 
asked himself. He liked to have 
names and hated mysterious 
‘friends’ who suggested his agen- 
cy as an outlet for extra income. He 
had written back to Cindy suitably 
suggesting a date and then his 
secretary had confirmed that the 
girl who thought she was ready to 
become the next Miss World had 
confirmed the appointment. He was 
more interested in where he had 
seen her. 


Although Cindy knew she was at 
the right address because the 


number on the glass door was the 
same as the letter in her hand, and 
the bold inscription on the glass 
itself announced that this was the 
Theatrical and Model Agency, she 
still hesitated before taking one 
deep breath and then pushing the 
heavy portal open. She walked 
quickly now as though if she chose, 
she might change her mind, 
although why she should after all 
the trouble she had taken she could 
not imagine. She probably let her 
mind think that way as though to 
balm a niggling underlying cons- 
cience state. 


Perhaps she thought that after all, 
this was not quite the right thing 
she should be doing because ofthe 
other side of her well brought up 
life. But when she had spoken to 
her friend Sue about earning some 
extra money, and earning it quick- 
Iy, Sue had told her that she had 
a good enough figure and why not 
go in for modelling. At first had 
come the natural reaction of shock- 
ed resistence. It had to be that way. 
What a suggestion and all that sort 
of nonsense, and then as Sue had 
pressed the point so Cindy had 
blushingly thought about it. She 


hardly assessed herself as a model. 
But looking at her reflection, dress- 
ed in only a bikini that eventual 
night after her bath, she wondered 
whether she did have the right 
figure, the right demeanour and all 
those nagging thoughts a girl feels 
before entering such a career. She 
had no training, but Sue had 
assured her that with her positive- 
ly good looks and symmetric curves 
any photographer would happily 
and patiently engage her to be in 
front of his camera. 


Again, she drew a deep breath and 
knocked on a door that had the 
word Receptionist on it. She turn- 
ed the handle and walked in. There 
would be no going back now. 


Cindy was not sure what to expect, 
but the large lay out was not what 
she had thought she would see. 
She had expected to see batteries 
of lights and cameras with lots and 
lots of equipment. What she found 
was a reasonably smart office with 
a middle ages man seated behind 
the desk. 


‘I'm Roger Spendwell,’ he stood up 
and shook hands. 


‘Cindy Hazelton,’ she blushed 
furiously already. 


She was not sure whether it was 
the charisma of the agency 
manager or the way he looked at 
her; what Roger was trying to work 
out was where he had seen her in 
Stapletown because he was even 
more convinced that her face was 
familiar but her garb was not!! She 
was now dressed in a crisp white 
blouse with discreet pleats and a 
blue trimly cut skirt, but there was 
no denying the fact that he had 
most certainly spotted her before, 
and she was now making a distinct 
impression on him because of the 
very shapely cut of her body. The 
breasts, not too large but without 
doubt an adorable asset to her 
figure were thrusting and he kept 
his eyes from them with difficulty. 


They went through all the for- 
malities of questions and answers 
and when she told him that she had 
never actually posed before, he 
pulled a face that gave her no hope 
at all and shook his head. All this 
was, of course, a ploy. Give them 
the idea that they have little chance 
to get on his books, and they would 


go all out to prove that they were 
good models or were prepared to 
be good models without any train- 
ing at all! 


As he continued, Cindy felt her 
hopes sinking faster and faster and 
her face, thrust between her hands 
as she sat at his desk facing him 
expressed her disappointment that 
the interview was not progressing 
inthe way she had hoped it would. 


Allthe Pros and Cons that she had 
had before coming here were not 
completely replaced by an urgent 
desire to be a model. It was as his 
experience had proved. Give them 
the impression that they stood lit- 
tle chance and they would go over- 
board to prove that they were worth 
a chance. It was all something to 
do with ego, he supposed. There 
was the underlying factor that she 
could do with the money; urgently. 


“So you think | don't have the 
necessary qualifications?’ she ask- 
ed as she fought the brimming 
tears of her deep disappointment. 


‘I can't say. One of the absolute re- 
quirements is that you have a good 
figure without all the foundation 
garments,' he said in a matter-of- 
fact voice. 


‘Foundation Garments?' she 
repeated, puzzled. 


‘Yes, you know, brassiere and a 
tight pulling body belt to keep the 
tummy in place.’ 


‘But they would not show would 
they?’ she had a puzzled 
expression. 


‘Of course they would when you did 
nude shots.” 


Her face was now very red and her 
eyes very wide as though she was 
shocked. 


‘Nude? Nude shots?’ her mouth 
was dry and her body trembled, not 
so much with the words he had said 
but the fact that this was a Nude 
Model Agency. She was about to 
agree with him when the figures of 
the suggested fee that she would 
receive once again formulated in 
her mind. No wonder the fee was 
so high.’ 


“Our Continental customers require 
nudity as a matter of form,’ he told 
her and she wondered, if she had 


little chance why he was telling her 
all this? 


‘Continental,’ she said the word 
with a mixture of relief and 
gratitude. 


‘Yes. | operate for the Continent. 
None of our models appear in Great 
Britain,’ the liar told her! 


‘And you still feel; that | am not 
good enough?’ her voice was 
pleading again as the relief of the 
shock passed through her. 


‘| don’t know. Are you wearing a 
bra?’ 


Normally the question would have 
received a sharp rebuke, but a 
Model Agency manager was as en- 
titled to ask such personal ques- 
tions as surely as a Doctor asking 
questions of a medical nature’ 


‘Yes, | am afraid | am,’ she almost 
apologised. 


‘So, although your titties look firm 
and nice now, what do they look 
like without the bra?’ he asked as 
though he was discussing a job 
prospectus. Cindy looked down to 


where the twin hillcocks sloped out 
delightfully from her chest and 
shook her head, silently telling him 
that she did not know how they 
would look without the halter cups. 


“Still want to continue this inter- 
view?” he asked as if he did not 
care what way the coin fell. 


*If you think | have the right..shall 
we say attributes, will you try to get 
me a modelling position?’ she had 
to ask. 


There was no premium in letting 
this stranger look at her titties and 
then tell her that she was no good! 
A girl did not go around showing 
her body off to strangers without 
feeling there was some 
recompence. ‘If the rest is as good,’ 
he assured her warmly; friendly 
even. Cindy had never felt so self- 
conscious as she did then undoing 
the buttons of her white blouse. 
Roger tried to look professionally 
unconcerned, and then with 
another worried look towards him 
she undid the clasp of her 
brassiere, reminding herself time 
and time again that this was the 
done thing under such 
circumstances. 
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Because he was an experienced 
agency manager, Roger kept his 
face without a trace of the apprecia- 
tion he felt when she exposed the 
perfect orbs of her breasts. The full 
naked exposure was a delight to 
see, and he admitted to himself that 
he had rarely seen such attractive 
pulchitrude. He made her hold 
them in her hands and lift them, 
then as she stood there so she 
shaped them under his direction 
showing him, as they all did that 
now she was undressed above the 
waist whatever he directed and 
ordered her to do with her speedi- 
ly firming breasts was alright by her 
and she wanted to prove to him that 
she was a real natural. And still all 
the time he was trying to think 
where he had seen her and under 
what circumstances. The one wor- 
rying factor was that he was sure 
it was in uniform, and wondered 
again and again if this was not 
some policewoman trying to do a 
moonlighting job to earn extra pay. 
He did nothing illegal and was not 
particularly worried whether she 
was a policewoman or not, but he 
knew they did not like their 
employees getting themselves 
engaged in modelling, no way!! 


‘|... don't suppose | could do bikini 
shots?’ she said forlornly and then 
wished she hadn’t. 


His face showed his derision at 
such a suggestion. 


‘If you want to earn pennies then 
you have come to the wrong agen- 
cy. My girls earn small fortunes,’ he 
told her and knew he was only 
baiting the trap to her natural greed 
to earn a large fee. And he 
succeeded. 


‘Are they good enough?’ she cup- 
ped her breasts and looked down 
at them as though assessing them 
for the first time. 


‘Mmmm...yes, they are not bad at 
all,’ he assured her. ‘How about the 
rest?’ 


“You mean...all of me?’ 


‘Yes, your bum, pussy and the 
rest,’ he bluntly told her as though 
this was the normal course of con- 
versation and practice in the 
modelling world. 


‘Oh!’ her face reddened again as 


she squirmed inside and then it was 
Cindy who was asking herself what 
she expected anyway. Hadn't she 
really expected this to happen? 
And wasn't she feeling just a little 
bit horny with all this slow but 
gradual stripping of her body. 


Under his careful staring eyes, Cin- 
dy gradually became undressed. 
Even with just her panties on, 
Roger was able to sum up the 
gorgeous lines of her natural gifts. 
She stayed in her panties for a 
short while as though waiting for 
the ultimate demand to get them off 
and that is exactly what he sug- 
gested. It was a suggestion too as 
though the choice to remove them 
was her's. She nibbled at her lower 
inner lips as she shyly slipped the 
garment from her and it was better 
than he imagined. She was a truly 
attractive nude statuette. He had to 
remind her to take her hands from 
the tuft of pubic hair and demurely 
she did so. Naked, Cynthia would 
have put a number of girls to shame 
because she was truly a very cur- 
vy lovely. 


It took a little longer to get used to 
the idea that she had no clothes on 
and then she was going through 
several suggested poses with 
hands held high and then on her 
head, and all the time a hidden 
camera was clicking away. He had 
warned her that photographs were 
being taken and that explained the 
very bright lighting so she knew she 
had to really try to do as he said. 
When he told her to walk to a small 
desk on the opposite side, it was 
only the shapely rounded nates of 
her bottom that took his vision. 
Lord, he thought, what an arse! A 
perfect natural for a spanking 
scene. And this not necessarily on 
camera but in his office. The idea 
of having that shapely bum in a 
situation whereby he could spank 
it or even better put a cane across 
it whilst making her thrust it back 
properly was something he found 
very appealing. He made her bend 
over and now that she had started 
to respond to his directions, she did 
exactly that letting her bum thrust 
properly and she did not even 
realise it then, but Roger was see- 
ing the soft slot of her quim from the 
rear. 


From being slightly horny she 
gradually became decidedly randy! 
It was a natural response to her 
nature as she realised that she was 
virtually flaunting her nudity and 
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becoming positively blatant in her 
attitude to naturism. She enjoyed 
the flowery comments her body 
drew from the very experienced 
manager and she began to 
visualise herself as the next Miss 
World. This was not her usual think- 
ing pattern because quite simply, 
Cindy had a religious streak runn- 
ing through her body and mind, and 
she did not realise then but this was 
quite perverse to her usual manner 
and code of behaviour. Right now, 
she was not thinking of the Salva- 
tion Army of which she was a ‘fully 
paid up member’, and she was not 
only a Salvationist but an officer as 
well. But all this striking nude poses 
had somehow broken down her ar- 
mour and she was thrusting her 
body about as Roger directed her 
until every erogonous zone was 
alive and even wanting more of this 
expression of the body beautiful. 


When he came round to her asshe 
postured, one arm up with her hand 
resting on her head, and the other 
hand on her hip, she remained 
there and a fervent begging men- 
tal attitude was wanting him to ac- 
tually touch her where her body 
tingled most. His hands on her 
breasts made her sizzle alive and 
despite herself she knew that he 
should not be touching her like this 
and neither should she be wanting 
him to do so; but even when he 
stroked the soft fluffy curls on her 
lower tummy, she could only moan 
in a sigh of surrender. 


It was after she had left that Roger 
gave serious thought to where he 
had seen her in Stapletown. Not 
once but several times he could see 
her face in his memory, and she 
was not alone either. Then it hit 
him! ‘Good Lord,’ he thought to 
himself, 'she's in the Salvation Ar- 
my!' and as the jolt his his mind, all 
sorts of possibilities of what he 
could do with such a collection of 
unclad negatives! Most papers 
would give a small fortune for such 
a story especially with the evidence 
that he had. 


He just had to speak to his Direc- 
tor in Stapletown and let him know 
of all the options. 


‘You will not, under any cir- 
cumstances give any such stories 
to the newspapers, the Director 
snapped furiously,’ and | want all 
the negatives and your oath that for 
the time being you will forget this 
unsavoury business' he insisted. 
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arguing against Mr 
none at all. He'd have 
for garters and tie his 
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‘Glory Glory Ow Ow Ow’ 


Cindy was confused and certainly 
bewildered by the curt tone of Mr 
Trellawney on the telephone that 
Friday afternoon. He wished to see 
her as a matter of urgency and he 
wanted her to be at his place at four 
o'clock precisely he had said. She 
only knew him as a benefactor of 
the College that housed her col- 
leagues in the Salvation Army. He 
was a generous patron and certain- 
ly a good friend of the Director of 
the college too. She had told him 
that she would be doing her ‘thing’ 
outside the Town Hall up to three 
thirty and he had told her to come 
in uniform if needs be. It was cer- 
tain that she would not be able to 
get home and back to him in time 
so it was to be in her uniformf. It 
was more than life was worth to be 
on the wrong side of such a man 
of beneficence and magnitude as 
far as the College Principals were 
concerned. A most important man. 
A very influential person too and 
one. Like the Beadle in Oliver Twist, 
one to be respected very meekly 
and properly. She was soon to 
learn just how influential he could 
be especially as far as her round- 
ed and shapely bare bottom was 


concerned. 


She had been worried because he 
had not spoken to her in his usual 
kindly tone that everybody 
associated with him, but rather in 
a voice that was admonishing her 
and she could think of nothing that 
she had done to upset anybody 
whatsoever. Certainly not in 
Stapletown. There had been that lit- 
tle business with the Model Agen- 
cy but the thought that it could be 
anything to do with that was certain- 
ly not in her mind! Mr Trellawney 
could not possibly know anything 
at all about that. She had heard lit- 
tle bits of tittle tattle about him and 
his pet theory and also his methods 
of spanking ladies bottoms when 
they were naughty, but the tales 
were not rife and it was obviously 
only tittle tattle and nasty minded 
people who wanted to get at him 
because of all his charitable works. 
Cindy was so naive as to think that 
his little ‘games’ of punishing 
naughty young ladies was anything 
more than a pleasant past-time, 
that is if it were true, which she 
found it hard to believe anyway. 


At three thirty, the meeting outside 
the Town Hall came to an end and 


Cindy handed her tambourine to 
another young woman telling her 
that she had to go along and do 
some personal salvationing! She 
hoped!! 


He lived in a spacious house and 
to her mind, so much wealth being 
shewn off was tantamount to being 
wicked. She smoothed her skirt and 
then took a deep breath. Her thumb 
stabbed at the small white button 
and then she heard the soft pad- 
ding of footsteps from the other 
side of the large door. 


A sombre faced woman took her 
down the hall and then down the 
stairs. Actually, she did not take her 
down the stairs, but pointed the 
descending flight and told her to go 
ahead and wait in the basement 
cellar. This was getting more and 
more confusing and with more than 
a little trepidation, she went down 
the steps, looked inquisitively round 
the door and then entered. Nobody 
there. Demurely and letting her 
mind travel in all directions as to the 
purpose of his summons, she look- 
ed round the room and the 
paraphernalia that bedecked the 
walls. Tools, various implements of 
the handyman and the thin crook- 


ed handle cane. A thin crooked 
handled cane??? Her eyes gazed 
wide and wondering as her body 
trembled. As the waves of nagging 
worry sifted through her, so she for 
some unknown reason clenched 
the cheeks of her shapely bottom 
tightly together. It was a natural 
response for a body to perform. 
Quickly, she averted her eyes from 
the mean looking slender stick. It 
could only be used for one purpose 
could that stick. It was definately a 
cane that was of the type used in 
schools and it was also a promise 
of a stinging bum. 


She heard him coming down the 
stairs, a slow and ponderous tread 
and all the time her heart grew 
heavier and heavier and with it 
came the determination that no 
matter what he wanted of her, he || 
most certainly was not going to use 
that cane on her. And why was she 
so full ofthe dread and foreboding 
that it was probably his intention to 
cane her? Why did she have such 
a guilty conscience? 


‘I think you have been misbehav- 
ing yourself, Miss Hazelton,' he in- 
troduced the theme of his interview. 


He thinks he is going to spank and 
cane me, the thought ran freely 
through her head at his opening 
remark. Well, he most certainly is 
Not. It was all there in his face and 
his eyes. 


* cannot think of any naughtiness,’ 
she replied hopelessly. 


‘Oh can’t you,’ his anger was bub- 
bling. ‘You visited an agency...an 
agency of which | happen to be 
Managing Director and Owner,’ he 
snapped. 


Cindy felt as though a plug had 
been pulled from beneath the cer- 
tainty of her foundations right then. 
Usually a cool minded and thinking 
girl, she felt the room take on an at- 
mosphere of potential dread and 
that dread surrounded the round- 
ed area of her bottom. 


‘I did not think you would own such 
aplace,' she tried to show her own 
shock and also her face reddened 
profusely as she blushed deeply. 


‘Never mind what | thought; you 
went there and disported yourself,’ 
he tried to let her know he was very 
ashamed of her. 


The crass hypocrite, she thought. 
And then into her mind flooded the 
number of poses she had adopted 
and with the memory came abject 
shame and misery... 


“I only did it to earn extra money,’ 
she said limply. 


‘| don't care why you did it,’ he 
stormed she thought a little 
unreasonably and he was not be- 
ing very fair. 


‘| think a lesson is called for. A 
lesson in proprietory and one that 
will stay with you for a long time, 
mentally and physically,' he said. 
Her soft eyes were already brimm- 
ing with tears of remorse and 
shame and she cast her face down 
as the thought went through her 
pretty head, ‘I’m trapped and can 
do nothing to prevent this man from 
doing whatever he chooses.’ | was 
wrong; he is more certainly going 
to spank me and he will probably 
use that terrible looking cane too. 
Ow my poor bottom. 


He sat on a high stool and she 
meekly stood before him. 


“What's it to be. My punishment or 


BENEATH THE UNIFORM 


‘So,’ the word snapped from the seated officer’s mouth. 
‘So you think you can do as you bloody well like and 
get away with it.” 


“No Sir...’ the attractive twenty year old girl, standing 
rigidly to attention did not move her eyes, she did not 
move her head. Only her mouth opened and closed 
although her very reddened face seemed to go several 
shades deeper into the embarrassed awkwardness that 
she felt. 


‘I don’t like my recruits getting into the sort of mischief 
you seem to feel is second nature to commit,’ he snap- 
ped again. 


His eyes, glinting angrily looked at the full dressed 
parade state of his uniformed charge. Everything about 
her turn out could not be faulted. 


‘Are you wearing regulation underwear?” 


‘N...no sir,’ she stammered for the first time and felt 
that he now had further cause to upbraid her. 


‘Not good enough 
it,’ he thundered. 


*I...I had not been expecting to come in here, sir,’ she 
honestly admitted. 


‘I don’t think that’s a good excuse,” he roared. 
‘Uniforms will be worn correctly at all times...all 
times...whether your off out on a sneaking visit to the 
men’s barracks, or whether you are doing training. 
What are you wearing.” 


‘Frilly panties, stockings and suspenders,’ she faultered 
as her whole body reacted to the terrible shame waves 
that filled her. 


‘Show me,’ he ordered. 


There could be no getting out of this one. Hopelessly 
out of her depth the pretty young recruit hoisted up her 
uniform skirt. 


“All the way up,’ he was not going to be satisfied with 
her half hearted attempts to show modesty. 


White frilly panties came into view together with a 
generous expanse of thigh between silky stocking tops 
and the panty legs themselves. 


“Right. Now take them off. You have no business wear- 
ing them,’ he demanded. She let the tip of her tongue 
moisten her lips and eyes filling with tears of her 
humiliation, she slipped the panties down and off. 


He made her place them on a chair, neatly folded and 
then she was told to expose herself again. She could 
have argued but she was no fool. She had been the 
prime recruit up until a short while ago, and one silly 
mistake had pulled her down in his eyes. It was still 
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very awful though having to stand like this with all her 
tummy revealed from her lower legs all the way up to 
her indented navel. 


Although she still stood stiffly to the attention position, 
only her hands were out of the usual posture because 
they were gripping her skirt right up to her waist...her 
eyes looking straight ahead, and yet she still saw that 
terrible cane being brought out from the table-desk 
drawer. 


“Are you wearing regulation brassiere?’ 
Again, her face took on deeper shades of red... 
*Oh dear...no...no sir,’ she choked. 


‘Show me.” 


She nibbled her lower lip as she unbuttoned her white 
regulation blouse...she slipped it from her arms and 
hung it together with her tunic on the back of the 
chair...her breasts made a perfect thrusting movement as 
the lacy twin cupped brassiere was released from the 
rear clip...she pulled it to the front and then her breasts 
were freely on view. 


“And now, my cocky young miss, the skirt...remove it.’ 


She could have wept as she dropped the skirt and was 
now standing with only stockings and suspenders and 
shoes. Nothing else at all. She was virtually starkers and 
standing like a robot in front of the Skipper. 


He made her raise her right hand in a smart salute and 
she had to retain that posture so that one breast, the 
right one, lifted attractively with the upsweep of her 
hand and elbow. 


The officer rose from his chair and she blinked with the 
fear that she did not know what was going to happen to 
her now. Both she and he knew that there was nothing 
she would not suffer rather than be sent down or even 
dismissed from the Service...that thought was too abhor- 
rent for her even to contemplate. But this was supposed 
to be a crack and elite part of the Service. Her own 
disregard for the regulations had got her into this terri- 
ble and more than humiliating jam. 


‘I shall discipline you myself,’ he made the decision. 
“Thank...thank you sir,’ she sounded almost grateful. 
She watched as he picked up the springy length of 
wood...it was round and it was a decidedly good correc- 
ting implement. 

‘Bend over and touch your toes,’ he told her and the 
response was immediate just as though she had been on 
the parade ground! 


He stood to one side and just behind her. A delightfully 
shaped bottom he thought...perfectly postured now for 


the six strokes he was going to give her...just to start 
with! 


She gasped and yelped as six very quick strokes came 
down...not in slow time but in a rapid, one, two, three, 
four, five and six swishing strokes that took as many 
seconds to deliver. That did not do a thing to dilute the 
strength and tempo of hot lines and before she could 
really recover from the first stroke, the other five had 
landed. 


“Stay bending,” he instructed. 

She fought the natural response of tears and then winced 
as his hands tested the strength of the wealed lines 
crossing from one cheek to the other. 


‘On the desk. On your back,” he told her. 


This was a different pose, she thought as she scrambled 
to obey. His eyes missed nothing as he saw the quick 
exposure of her soft area and then she was laying supine 
the full length of his desk. 


‘Knees right up to your chest,’ he caused her deep 
agonised shame. 


She pulled her knees up and then he wanted her arms to 
clutch the knees at the back so as to keep them in place. 


Although the knees were pressed tightly together, there 
was no concealing the full rounded moons of her bottom 
and also the fullness of her posture revealed the soft 
vulva area too. He was not in the same hurry to give 
her the additional strokes and instead let her know that 
he was openly surveying her very intimate areas...all of 
ities 


She knew he was looking at her down there, because his 
hand was there too...stroking the spheres of the tautened 
skin of her backside. 

‘Are you sorry for being so disobedient?’ 


‘Oh yes sir...I am very sorry,’ her gasping voice 
assured him. 


“And you know you deserve the punishment.’ 
“Yes, sir,’ she could only agree. 
“And this is the best way to give it to you isn’t it?” 


“Yes, sir,’ her words and tone belied the fact that she 
agreed, but what else could she do. 


Her bottom was tingling still from the first crisply ap- 
plied and rapidly meted out strokes...although even she 
knew that she could have been in a much higher state of 
fire filled pain. There was enough time yet for that 
terrible state to be reached. 


‘Now stay like that.’ 

He stood off again to one side, and then she heard the 
terrible message of the wooden rod as it swept in a long 
wristy cutting arc towards the rounded cheeks of her 

t presented bottom. 


“Aaaahhhheeerrr,” her legs kicked about but she stoically 


held her knees with her arms tightly clasping them...but 
that particular stroke had landed at the lowest part of 
her nates and it had filled her whole being with a highly 
tempered heat... 


Again the cane was flashing speedily towards the cheeks 
of her bottom...the thwack that it made was a sickening 
sound to her... 

*Yeeoooowww,” she called out again, and once more the 
legs below her knees danced through the air as her head 
went from side to side as she tried to assimulate the 
sheer torture being unleashed on her bare buttocks. 


The cane was being used in a much slower tempo now, 
but the excrutiating reaction was worse than she could 
ever imagine. 


That made a round dozen and the last six had driven all 
thoughts of modesty from her mind. He had told her to 
put her arms straight down by her side and then she wás 
ordered to lift her feet and push them upwards to keep 
her legs straight and also to form a Vee with her limbs. 


The shapely girl was completely exposed and the officer 
stood between her legs looking down at the full exhibi- 
tion of her sex area. 


Then she was doing exercises. She did the riding bike 
action...then legs thrust high again...bringing the legs 
together then parting them in a regular move- 
ment...make sure that the legs open wide...very 
wide...wider...then bring them together...hold it..now 
spread them wide...wider...keep the hands straight down 
to your sides...look up...don't look at me...open them 
wide...wider. Then he stopped and she was still laying 
there, breathing deeply now and still her shapely legs 
were very wide apart. 


It did not seem to matter that she was so blatantly ex- 
posed now. 


‘Alright. Kneel on the desk,’ he pointed. 


Almost laboriously now, the heaving breasts moved into 
the kneeling position on the desk, on all fours, she was. 


“Head right down.’ 


Down it went. Her head went down and her bottom 
thrust up high. The stripes visibly showing where the 
cane had carried out the task of fully disciplining her. 
And legs apart...wider...Lord, he enjoyed opening the 
legs position...wider and wider...now thrust the bot- 
tom...how shameful...how awfully humiliating...but the 
humiliation...the shame were all bygone emotions...she 
could not afford the luxury of humiliation and immodest 
responses, because that cane was whipping down 
again... 


“We shall have no more of this wearing clothes that are 
not of regulation pattern,’ he was speaking to her back. 
She was standing in the corner with her hands on her 
head and her body rigid. 


‘No sir...] promise we will not,’ her choking, sobbing 
voice agreed. 


And she never did disobey that set of rules again. It was 
too harsh on her bum. 
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They were obviously from different sides of the 
tracks! The younger woman, reasonably tall, statues- 
que even, blonde and a delight on the eyes whether 
in her uniform or out of it, and the other woman, 
Older, experienced in the craft of militarism, born 
into the strict regimental disciplines and understan- 
ding no other form of life, but also because of her 
attitude towards the regimented life style was 
upright, well developed through the rigours of 
physical fitness and a natural love for everything that 
could be described as “the correct procedure and 
natural order of things’, uncomfortable out of 
uniform and knowing nothing that even smattered 
of a civilian style of life. 

Respecting authority was all part of the older 
woman's idea of things. Authority was selected by 
military boards.. .authority was that strange area that 
was tempered by other militarists who had been 
selected to arrange courses, officer training colleges 
and the numbers who were selected had been pick- 
ed because the experts recognised that quality and 
needed to guide it into the right channels. 

The shapely blonde, Dawn and the quite attrac- 
tive yet senior Warrant Officer were thrown together 
because the Draft Board thrust Dawn into the same 
site that the Warrant Officer ran. Although there 
were officers and senior Officials to arrange the ad- 
ministration of these places, everybody knew that 
it was the Warrant Officer who managed to keep 
the wheels turning. Everybody, Colonels, Majors 
and then the NCOs who ranked lower than the War- 
rant Officer knew that this was the King Pin. This 
was the one person who knew all there was to know. 
She knew the regulations backwards and could spell 
them out chapter and verse and she could dot the 
les and cross the Tees. 

‘I think I shall confine the whole barrack room 
to seven days loss of Town Passes,” the steely fac- 
ed Warrant Officer said. 

Dawn showed her shocked reaction. This was 
HER fault, and certainly nothing to do with the other 
seven girls. 

‘Oh please Ma’am...please,' she choked. 

The Warrant Officer openly sneered at the 
pleading and attractive young woman standing in the 
centre of the room. 

“You hoity toity tarts that have fathers in high 
places make me puke,” she spat. 

Dawn said nothing. It was the best way when the 
Warrant Officer was in one of these moods. 

Anyway, it was not her fault that her father was 
wealthy and that she was in line for promotion after 
Officer college. 

“Money gets you everything doesn't it? Well your 
money won't buy you out of this little spot of bother 


my fine young toffee nosed bitch,’ the Warrant Of- 
ficer was certainly in one of her very scathing 
moods. 

‘Let’s see how you make out with your friends 
when they hear my decision regarding punishment,’ 
she snarled. 

‘Please Ma’am...please...I'll do 
anything...anything at all rather than have them 
punished for my faults," Dawn begged. 

“Won't go down too well on your record will 
it?...Whole room confined to barracks because of 
your sloppiness,’ the Warrant Officer sneered her 
contempt. 

That was true as well. that had come into Dawn’s 
mind! Thi$ starchy bitch was going to take her for 
the full ride of sneering contempt. 

‘I'm sorry Ma’am...I'll do anything...take any 
other punishment...willingly rather than have my 
friends punished for something I have done.’ 

“You won't have many friends left afterwards will 
you?’ 

*1...L don’t suppose they will exactly fall about 
to be in my company,’ Dawn said quietly. 

The Warrant Officer’s eyes went to the top of her 
head...*Fall about’ and all that lardie dah nonsense 
did not exactly conform to her own idea of how peo- 
ple should converse... 

*Go to that cupboard,” she nodded towards the 
highly polished cupboard door that was part of her 
office furniture. 

‘Dawn walked smartly to the protruding cabinet... 

“Open the door silly bitch,’ this was the Warrant 
Officer's favourite attitude...bring this ‘I'm very 
posh’ woman down to her level. Dawn released the 
catch and the cupboard opened. There were just two 
long straps made of leather...tawses. Dawn was 
nobody's fool...she knew what tawses were although 
she could honestly claim that she had never been 
punished with one. 

‘Bring them to me,’ the Warrant Officer 
instructed. 

Dawn felt her body trembling as she held the two 
straps, her nose slightly wrinkled with disdain...they 
were highly polished pieces of leather....obviously 
kept in good condition with loving care!! 

‘So you think I should punish you personally,’ she 
watched to see how this rich bitch would behave 
now. 

“Y...yes, Ma’am,” the words came out in a soft 
but defeated tone. 

‘Even if it meant that one of these was going to 
be put across your arse?’ 

Dawn’s eyes revealed her abject misery and also 
her deep rooted shame. 

*Y...yes, Ma'am,’ she moaned. 


“You're bare arse that is,” the Warrant Officer 
wanted to watch this young woman squirm. 

“If...if you say so,’ Dawn was blushing very 
deeply. 

“Alright my fine hoity toity little tart...what say 
we stop disgracing your uniform and get naked,” she 
watched the shock wave pass through the tall young 
blonde. 

‘Now Ma'am,” Dawn choked hopelessly. 

‘Do you intend staying her for a month or 
two...yes, you rich girls really are brainless...get 
naked,’ she repeated. 

The Warrant Officer watched with interest as more 
and more creamy skinned torso became uncovered. 
These wealthy sluts certainly knew how to look after 
their bodies...expensive creams gave the whole 
structure a purity that the Warrant Officer had never 
known. 

‘Them too,’ she snapped to encourage Dawn to 
get her panties off. 

Dawn wanted to shriek in her outrage...but she 
slipped the panties down the best shaped legs the 
Warrant Officer had ever seen...ivory coloured skin 
was now perfectly exposed... 

‘Get your hands on your head...you haven’t got 
anything that I have not seen before,’ the staid and 
starch uniformed Warrant Officer sneered. ‘Believe 
me there’s nothing extraordinarily precious about 
what you've got stuck between your legs.’ 

Dawn’s blushes increased. The Warrant Officer 
made the blonde beauty stay like that for a number 
of minutes and she ensured that Dawn knew exact- 
ly what she was studying too...her soft, but finely 
shaped breasts were uptilted because of the hands 
on head posture...her ankles were spread. 

‘Come here bitch...I’ll wager I can make you 
squirm without even laying leather across your arse,’ 
she sneered. 

Dawn hated her own weakness as she approach- 
ed the desk. Her insides felt as though they were 
quaking with fright. 

“Now stand on the desk...right up. ..and then pose 
again as you are doing at this moment.” 

Oh Lord, this was truly too terrible...and it was 
not fair...her bottom was spanked as she pushed one 
knee on top of the desk surface and hauled her shape- 
ly torso into position. ..immediately before the War- 
rant Officer, except this time her body was high up 
and the senior rank only had to glance up and she 
would see that secret area fully exposed... 

The Warrant Officer stood up after ten minutes 
and all that time Dawn had been made to stand there, 
her hands clasping the back of her head, her elbows 
pulled tautly back and the rest of her torso was as 
naked as it could possibly be. Dawn choked back 
asob of anguished complaint when the Warrant Of- 
ficer stroked both hands from her left ankles all the 
way up the calves; then the thighs and those thighs 
were delightfully tapering columns... 

‘I'm going to make these legs dance my fine young 
madam,’ she said in a soft threatening tone. 

Oh for pity’s sake, get on with it, Dora silently 
begged. 

‘Alright. Get down and kneel in that chair...I want 
your knees on the arms,’ she ordered. 

The chair to which she was now directed was a 
leather armchair...the arms were wide apart and 
Dawn knew she would have to stretch her knees very 
wide apart to adopt the commanded position. She 


managed it and then, when she bent over, she felt 
more shame than at any other time in her life. 

The fact that it was another woman demanding 
this of her, knowing exactly how she, as.a woman 
must feel at being so subjectively positioned made 
Dawn’s shame even more emphasised. 

Dawn heard the Warrant Officer moving 
about...she thought she heard a hardly audible 
“Sssshhh’, but was not certain..then she was warn- 
ed to make sure her bottom was well and truly 
thrusting... 

That first striping stroke from the short tawsed 
leather made her bottom really hum...‘Aaaaa...’ she 
dutifully responded. 

“You are being punished because you deserve 
it...right?” 


yess, Ma'am,’ she responded. 

That swiiish again...that terrible sound that could 
only herald further shameful pain and agony filled 
the room...then the resounding noise of leather on 
skin...of the tawse striking her naked bottom...with 
the equal amount of fire and sting to make her writhe 
about so that the Warrant Officer was able to see 
how the soft Vulva lips actually thrust too when 
Dawn’s hips thrust in the response to heat being ap- 
plied so thoroughly and expertly to her bottom. 
Dawn was able to take the six very hard strokes but 
it had been a real excrutiating exercise in the ap- 
plication of pain... 

“Now turn round...’ 

As Dawn managed slowly to ease herself from 
the very exposed position, she saw that the room 
now had another occupant...she had not been sure 
but she thought she had heard the warning to be 
hushed...a young soldier was standing there...he had 
the other tawse...but he had not used it yet...‘Now 
let’s get down to some real discipline’ he smiled. 
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Dear Sir, 


I should have realised that my sil- 


* ly error would land me into serious 


trouble, but thoughtlessness was 
paramount and I did not heed the 
consequences when I committed 
the stupidity. That is why I have 
now learned complete obedience 
without question, the sheer hell of 
humiliation whilst the strap or cane 
is being placed across my bottom 
and then I have to express the 
fullest willingness to enact any little 
task that my husband’s father tells 
me to enact. 


On the Continent, family ties are 
much stronger than they are in the 
United Kingdom and this was one 
of the factors that had my father in 
law in a position whereby he could 
make me the recipient of 
everything his mind could devise 
in the way of discipline. I have 
learned more about discipline than 
I ever envisaged. He made no 
secret that he would dearly love to 
have me in such a state when we 
first met. He is a handsome man, 
and his very nature and man- 
nerisms exude this strength of 
perfect disciplinary enactments. He 
once stroked my bottom when I 
was dressed, and I quite rightly up- 
braided him for it. This was a 
serious mistake because of what 
happened afterwards. I cannot go 
into print to explain just how stupid 
my error was, but sufficient to say 
that I wanted at all costs to keep 
it a very close secret. My father in 
law discovered my stupidity and 
then came the retribution. 


I had to accept his strict terms 
because I had no choice and once 
Itold him that I agreed, he produc- 
ed this evil looking whippy cane 
and told me to go to his bedroom. 


I was trembling like a leaf as I. 


waited for him and when he did 
come in, he had removed his coat 
and wound his shirt sleeves up to 


` bare his striking arm. Then he told 


me quite without hesitation to strip 
before him. I did so and stood, with 
tears smarting at my eyes as I held 
my body in a stature of trying to 
conceal my soft hairy nest. This 
gave him cause for merriment 


because he made me stretch my 
arms all the way above my head, 
ankles apart and fully expressed in 
total nakedness as he slowly walk- 
ed towards me. He reminded me 
of the time when I had scolded him 
about stroking the skirt of my 
dress...he showed me just how a 
bottom should be played with! 
Even as I was forced to stand there 
so his hands ran freely over and 
over the bare cheeks of my behind. 
Then he had me plead with him to 
give my bottom a really good can- 
ing. I cried helplessly all the time 
I pleaded with him and then I was 
kneeling on the foot of the bed, 
knees parted, my head right 
down...my fingers clutched the 
coverlet and he warned me to stay 
that way. Intention and ability are 
often two different things...he 
swathed my bottom with fiery lines 
and by the sixth I was a squirming 
mass all over the bed. 


But he still made me adopt the right 
posture until a full twelve hard 
strokes had crisply been applied. 
But that was not all, even as I sobb- 
ed, his hand made familiar contact 
with my most secret and intimate 
parts but there was no pleasure in 
it for me. I had to be his whipping 
girl right up to two years ago when 
he departed this life, but his 


Grettel., Berlin 


Dear Sirs, 


You are constantly asking for the 
lady's angle when she is subjected 
to punishment and recently I notice 
that the clammer for females to 
write about their experiences has 
grown in volume. 


When I first married, I really did 
not want to go up the aisle with the 
man who was to become my hus- 
band, but there was something 
which I knew I could not have ex- 
posed and the result was that he in- 
sisted that I marry him. My wed- 
ding night was the die that was cast 
on how the remainder of my life 
with Jules was to be spent. The last 
guest had gone and he had stayed 
reasonbly sober. For very obvious 
reasons. I might add here that Jules 
had often tried to seduce me, but 
I had managed to keep him at arms 
length as it were until my grave er- 
ror. However, that first night we 
sat alone in his baronial dining 


room. 


‘I want you to go upstairs, undress 
completely and then return here. 
When you return, you will bring 
the leather strap and the cane.” 
Helplessly unable and inadequate 
to protest or argue I obediently, 
meekly even, went to our room to 
prepare. It was strange walking 
down that wide staircase stripped 
to the skin carrying these two in- 
struments. The cane was a long 
thin, yellow coloured smooth 
wooden stick, very springy and 
very purposefully designed, and 
the strap was a long double thong- 
ed thing: a tawse I think they are 
described as. I handed them to him 
and he made me kneel before him, 
hands on my head and my elbows 
pulled right back, knees of course 
well and truly apart. His hands 
fondled my breasts for some time 
and then he thrust his fingers to 
more delicate areas. 


I was not suffering this, I found 
myself burning with something 
akin to a raging passion! I would 
never have believed that the strok- 
ing and squeezing that his hands 
had performed on my body would 
be able to project me into such a 
high state of sexual heat. 


He then told me to turn round and 
present my bottom for punishment. 


I obediently did so...he then 
reminded me that we had not used 
the word ‘obey’ in the ceremony 
that afternoon. He made me go 
through that part again but this time 
there was to be no omission. He 
produced a prayer book in which 
the vows were printed and as I bent 
over, my head resting on the small 
white covered marriage ceremony 
he made me repeat the vow but this 
time I was to insert the word ‘obey’ 
and then ‘obey at all times’ and this 
was followed by the phrase ‘obey 
without question. ..immediately and 
submissively.* I of course dutiful- 
ly repeated the required subjective 
obeisances. 


Then he stood up and told me to 
really make my bottom an object 
of perfect roundness by thrusting 
it into full curvy roundness. He 
gave me some twelve strokes with 
that cane. Not as harshly as he 
might have done, but certainly they 
stung. Then I was given six strokes 
with the strap. They too were not 
as harshly applied as they could 
have been, but I was choking out 
sobbing cries before the last lash 


had been striped down onto my 
bare skin. 


I had to thank him and he then let 
me precede him up to our 
bedroom. I know he was able to 
see every part of my intimates then 
and he must have recognised how 
excited I was...I could not help it. 
The sheer heat of the cane and strap 
had now spread from the area that 
had been punished and was 
strangely caressing the spot bet- 
ween my legs. That night, I was 
made to beg for him to make love 
to me and to do this I lay on my 
back, knees once again well and 
truly parted and I stroked myself 
to get that area excited and it is not 
so surprising as it might sound that 
I had the most perfect night of lov- 
ing that I have ever known. And 
ever since that fateful night eigh- 
teen months ago, the pattern before 
we have a sexual union has always 
been the same. 


I must say, that during the daytime, 
Jules is the perfect husband. I want 
for nothing and since that 
ceremonial day, I have come to 
terms with my lot. 


And I have no wish whatsoever to 
change it. 


E.P. Dumas, Chalet De Marne 


Dear Sirs, 


I must confess that this is not the 
first time I have written to a 
magazine specialising in CP, and 
the reason I am writing now is to 
express that same surprise as I did 
then. For a number of years I have 
held the opinion that the female 
under correction is not so averse 
as she seems to pretend. Certainly 
this is not the case in every young 
woman, but I do feel that in quite 
a number of cases, because of our 
natural evolution and the progress 
of the animal world in general, 
there invariably crops up a smat- 
tering of unexplainable pleasure 
when the erring young lady finds 
herself in a situation whereby CP 
is to be employed and she knows 
that she is to expose her very in- 
timate parts. 


I take my line of thought from the 
time that I was an exchange student 
teacher and we exchanged with 
another from Dusseldorf. This was 
and I think is still, common prac- 
tise. Corporal punishment in 


English schools had been virtual- 
ly abolished by that time and I was 
surprised on being introduced to 
the principal in Dusseldorf that he 
explained that although I was 
allowed to punish pupils, very 
serious cases had to be referred to 
him. I did explain that I was not 
aware of punishment and neither 
had I had any practise. He knew 
this of course but assured me that 
deserved punishment should be 
meted out. 


To supplement my income, I took 
on private tutorship and was sur- 
prised when a most charming lady 
wrote to me inviting me to visit her 
to discuss her education fur- 
therance. This woman was very at- 
tractive having decided qualities of 
good breeding. Blue blood she cer- 
tainly had of the old Prussian 
order, but intelligence she had lit- 
tle. I am not suggesting she was in 
any way inane, but she had let her 
education lapse so that now she 
was feeling inadequate in com- 
pany. She was I suppose about 
twenty two, tall, extremely blonde 
and attractive of face with a 
decidedly very curvy figure. I 
would hate to suggest that she was 
promiscuous, because she was not. 
I think many men would have been 
glad to champion her. I knew that 
after the first lesson, I was feeling 
that way myself. Her paper that I 
left for her to essay was a disaster! 


‘I do not think you have tried,” I 
told her suggesting that if she could 
not do better with a simple exer- 
cise she was most certainly wasting 
money and my time. Although I 
recognise that it was indeed her 
money and she paid up each time 
before I left her. This went on for 
some weeks until I was visiting her 
most evenings and sometimes dur- 
ing the afternoons. 


‘Hanna. You are impossible to 
teach,’ I said exasperatedly. 


‘Have I made you very angry?” 
those lovely blue eyes looked 
troubled. I expressed my vexation 
and she asked me to wait a mo- 
ment. That afternoon will forever 
stay in my mind. She seemed to 
have been gone for quite a long 
time and when she returned she 
was wearing a very short skirt a 
hem coming more than half way up 
her thighs. She also wore a short 
sleeved white blouse and the 
diaphonous quality revealed the 
dark aureoles of her firm full form- 


ed breasts. She had replaced her 
court shoes with high heeled san- 
dals and a pair of white ankle 
socks. 


‘Hanna!’ I could not retain the 
shock and pleasure at such a vision. 


She had kept her hands behind her 
back but then brought round what 
I easily recognised as a school type 
cane. 


“You must punish me,’ she said 
very seriously and soberly. Her 
face did not register pleasure at 
such a prospect as one would ex- 
pect in a masochist. I can assure 
you that she was not a masochist 
in the fullest sense of the word. I 
took the cane uncertainly and it 
would be hypocritical of me to sug- 
gest that the idea of caning Hanna 
appalled me. It didn’t. In fact I 
thought the idea of having her bot- 
tom under the teaching auspicies of 
a cane very delightful! I stood up 
and told her to take her panties 
down. Demurely she slipped 
whispy lace panties from her ex- 
citing torso. Then I had a further 
thought. I told her that I thought 
it would be better if she stripped 
right down. There was pleasure in 
her eyes at the prospect of being 
naked and her curvacious body was 
a resplendent exhibition of what a 
young woman can portray in a state 
of poetic nudity. 


I told her to place her knees on the 
arms of the leather chair and she 
climbed up and meekly posed at 
my instruction. The rotund moons 
of her bottom thrust up perfectly, 
the soft crease of her sex was on 
full view. I gave her six reasonably 
hard strokes of the cane and saw 
how the excitement actually show- 
ed on the twisting response each 
time the cane came down and that 
whole area wriggled. 


Afterwards I was able to fondle her 
at my leisure and whatever man- 
ner I chose to do so. She told me 
she hated being caned because it 
hurt so much, but she had to ad- 
mit that there was something very 
exciting at being dominated and 
made to strip at the instigation of 
a strong willed person. So I rest my 
case. I do not think young ladies 
in most cases are as averse to un- 
dressing and expressing 
helplessness as we are sometimes 
led to believe. 


J D Emmerson, Sussex 
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SHAMEFUL PENANCE 


It was so quiet. She could not even hear the sounds from 
the building across the large square. Despite the fact that 
it was a warm summer’s evening, her body shivered con- 
vulsively every so often. She could feel the pins and needles 
rising on the skin of her thighs and up her arms. This waiting 
was also unnerving. There was a worried look on her face 
too and the wrinkled forehead was because of the deep seated 
fretting worry that nagged her. 


Her mind had constantly repeated the manner in which she 
was prepared to throw herself on the Physical Training In- 
structor's mercy. She was two month's into the Officer Train- 
ing Course, and to have caused a slip up at this stage was 
past redemption; that is unless the Instructor was prepared 
to take the law into his own hands. He had promised her 
that he would think about it, and he had also emphasised 
that he would accept no argument from her regarding any 
method that he might adopt. 


Argument? That was a laughable reaction! Sonia knew that 
there would certainly be no argument, no matter what. 


He was a stickler for discipline was the Warrant Officer. 
But if her latest escapade were reported then she would be 
out without the slightest chance to explain herself. Only three 
weeks to go and she would pass out as a junior officer. And 
now this! 


She looked down at the two shapely legs that were exposed 
all the way up to her PT shorts, and then she was able to 
see the two hillocks of her breasts as they thrust forward 
making the gum vest push away from the clevage of her chest. 
That was all she was wearing except for the white socks and 
gym shoes. That was the manner in which he had said she 
was to dress when he came for a decision. She was very aware 
that her lower orbs of her bottom were thrusting out beneath 
the cut of the gym shorts, but there was no room for modes- 
ty now...she felt her face flush again when she realised that 
those same gym shorts would probably have to come down 
anyway. And the gym vest...that would probably have to 
be lifted too...it had no room for dignity...all she wanted 
to do was to have the chance to complete the course and to 
hell with the humiliation that might be heaped upon her. 


Where was he? The sun was sinking slowly causing shadows 
to fall across corridor in which she waited. She could not 
keep still because of the nagging fear that worried her. She 
had tried to tell him as forcefully as she could that nothing 
would be too much for her to do as punishment if only he 
would keep the report of her misbehaviour from getting to 
the Commandants office. He had the fullest authority to deal 
with the case himself, and despite the fact that the Warrant 
Officer was a well known disciplinarian, Sonya knew thát 
the whole of her future career now rested in his hands. 


‘Anything, Sergeant Major...anything at all,” her mouth had 
formed the words and her tone had emphasised her will- 
ingness to be under his strict control. 


She responded again to the pins and needles that prickled 
her smooth skin and she knew it was not the cold atmosphere. 
The sun, although sinking low in the sky was still able to 
fill the place with warmth. She began to wish that she had 
wee'd before coming up here. The constant fear of not know- 
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ing which way the cat would jump and the nagging fear also 
that her bottom would most certainly be punished if he decid- 
ed to accept the full measure of taking her to task was hav- 
ing an effect on her system. 


She wondered whether he thought she was behaving like a 
tart in the manner that she had begged him to make her do 
*ANYTHING? to atone for her stupid error. 


It did not matter. She did not care what he thought just so 
long as he was prepared to keep the whole business at this 
level. She pushed the thoughts of her relations, friends and 
fiance from her mind. They had set such great store by her 
being selected for Officer Material. Now, the Warrant Of- 
ficer could, simply be refusing to accept the case as one which 
he was prepared to handle dash all her hopes...and not only 
her friends but also there were a number who would be pleas- 
ed to make snide references to her failure at the Officer’s 
Academy. 


Without thinking what she was doing, Sonya eased her fingers 
into the legs of the tight, short gym shorts and eased the 
material into a loose envelope. The gusset was pulling tightly 
now onto her soft lipped sex mouth and with the suggestion 
that she might want to wee this was getting more and more 
uncomfortable. 


If he decided to keep the matter between them then he would 
most certainly make her take her shorts down...off 
altogether...alright, she was prepared to accept this would 
happen. The vest too...that would certainly come off. She 
gathered hope from the fact that he had told her to report 
dressed the way she was because he had already decided on 
the course of action he was going to take. 


She did not deserve to be given such hope only to have it 
dashed when he had her in front of him. As the doubts and 
misgivings built up inside her, Sonya heard the lock on the 
door being released...her whole being reacted to the sound. 
The silence up to now had been fraught with her own 
thoughts, pros and cons, and now, at least she would know 
the result of his decision. 


“Come in,’ he held the door open and she scurried forward. 


He was the epitome of a uniformed disciplinarian. Tall and 
straight, he had that ‘well scrubbed’ look of a real Sergeant- 
Major. They were stereo-types, Sonya thought. Only these 
men could produce such perfect specimens of the military 
body. Everything about the Warrant Officer exuded a pure 
upholder of the regimented discipline and obedience to the 
rules. 


“Bad business,” he told her. 
“Yes, Sergeant major,” she stood tall and straight. 


He was only a few inches from her body and she knew she 
had to keep her head up and not to slouch. 


‘Now, shall I deal with you or not?” he was not asking a 
question, he was making a statement. 


Sonya wanted to beg him...she was willing to lay it all on 


the line of all the thing she was willing to do to keep the 
whole business in this office. But it would have taken too 
much time! 


“You are, you say willing to accept my punishment.” 


‘Yes, Sergeant-Major...please...no matter what you tell me 
to do,” she felt that she had to underline emphatically the 
acceptance of his commands, no matter what. 


‘Stand still, ..absolutely still,” he told her. 


She swallowed helplessly as he jerked her shortie shorts down 
her legs...all the way down they went. 


Her face reddened but she felt a state of victory that she had 
managed to persuade him that her case was one worth con- 
sidering himself. Of course she felt too, the complete em- 
barrassment of having her lower area exposed like that, but 
that was all part of the business of accepting punishment. 
He walked round to her back and Sonya felt her gym vest 
being lifted high so that the soft svelte orbs of her bottom 
were nakedly exposed. 


‘Bend over...hands on your knees,” he told her. 


Her bottom pushed back very attractively as she obeyed...he 
was standing there, in a hurry to release the tension of her 
posture and Sonya made sure that the cheeks of her bum really 
did push into perfect spheres of attractive nates. 


She nibbled her lower lip in a worried response to the flurry 
of humiliation that throbbed through her in a remorseless 
torment as he stroked his hands over the proferred fleshy 
moons. Her ankles were pressed tightly together as were her 
knees and calves. Not a sound her mouth as her lower 
area was thoroughly stroked and felt by the exploring palms 
of his hands. 


“Lam going to start by spanking your bottom,’ he told her. 


She did not make a sound except a slight sigh of relief that 
what she had so privately begged for was to come to fruition. 


She heard him pull a chair to a convenient spot and then he 
was telling her to stand before him. Perfectly straight she 
stood and then blushed deeper as the straps of her gym vest 
which had up to now remained on her shoulders were slow- 
ly eased down her arms. The transport of her vest continued 
until that too was at her feet and the full naked portrayal of 
her body was complete. Although this was a preference for 
which she had begged him, it did not stifle the shame pat- 
tern waves from filling her whole being. To be so vulnerably 
naked and knowing that her bottom would most certainly 
feel the brunt of punishment, was hardly something that was 
likely to fill her with pleasure! 

Still standing resolute in her determination not to cause any 
area of complaint as far as the Warrant Officer was concern- 
ed. It was also very shameful to have to portray herself like 
this knowing that the whole of her body was under very close 
scrutiny. The blushes started to her feet and seemed to go 
all the way up to the roots of her fair hair. She almost made 
a cardinal mistake of moving when he reached up to hold 
the magnificent breasts, but held herself in check and suf- 
fered the sheer embarrassment of having to accept this add- 
ed shame. 


“Very well, young lady. Over my lap you go,” he told her. 


It was truly awkward having to obey that last direction but 
she managed to get herself placed properly so that her smooth 
tummy felt the coarseness of his uniform. He told her to pre- 
sent her buttocks properly and Sonya forced her bare cheeks 
into a full thrusting round pose...she tried to keep the thighs 
pulled tightly together because she wanted to keep her modes- 
ty intact at all costs. At this moment, although she felt the 
increased humiliation in the position she found herself in, 
she still ached to salvage something of her self respect! 


She wanted to plead with him not to stroke her bottom so 
softly because it was making her respond most strangely! 
But again, silence was the order of the day and she suffered 
the ignominous situation quite bravely. 


You agree that you deserve to be punished? He had asked 
the question and she had mumbled a soft Yes, sir... 


‘You deserved to be spanked very hard don't you?” 
“Yes, sir I do,’ she moaned miserably. E 


“And so you shall, my fine young lady,” he grimly warned 
her. i 


That first smack was the first of very many. She winced and 
suffered the palm striking her smooth creamy skin for some 
time and although her nates clenched under the constant heat 
instilling spanking, it was some time before her voice chok- 
ed out the response to the build up of sheer hell now spreading 
rapidly all over her squirming bottom. Also, her thighs started 
to open and close rapidly as her legs kicked in automatic 
desperation to cool the over hot area of her buttocks. 


He had to stop eventually and as she slipped to the floor on 
all fours her hands clasped the extremely torturous and sen- 
sative moons of her throbbing flesh. 


Her breasts jiggled as her hands tried hard to soothe the 
agonised nates. ..and the serious faced Warrant Officer saw 
how the whole of her torso was able to writhe as though she 
were dancing seductively to music that only she could hear! 


She watched in appalled misbelief when he picked up the 
thin yellow cane...it was obvious to what use he intended 
to put it. As she sobbed in helpless distress, he made her 
lay on her back on the polished desk top. Even when she 
was told to pull her knees up to her chest she found it dif- 
ficult to do so because of the sheer sensitivity of her crim- 
son streaked skin...the shame of what she was exposing did 
not hit her immediately... .but when she saw him freely once 
again studying the charms that she had wanted to keep hid- 
den, her voice moaned under pure anguished degredation. 


He warned her once again that he wanted no movement that 
might shift the target of her now very tautly rounded bot- 
tom away from the cane when it was descending... 


The swish was the herald of the full twelve strokes that land- 
ed. Each time she released her knees, so he made her hold 
them again.. .and at the end of that twelve she was ready to , 
show him what a very obedient young lady she had ` 
become...she was not only ready, but he made her prove 
that she was indeed very obedient and that nothing at all was 
too much for him to demand of her. 
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...continued from page 25... 


NOT EVEN A BIKINI! 


full portrayal of your very naughty 
ways in my studios,’ he asked. 


‘| don't want this to get out,’ she 
assured him, soft voiced and 
helplessly unable to handle the 
terrible consequences if her friends 
found out. 


‘Then?’ he questioned her with the 
one word. 


‘Punishment,’ the word could hard- 
ly be heard so quietly did she sur- 
render to him. 


‘Pardon? Speak up naughty young 
Cindy Hazelton,’ he seemed to be 
able to degrade simply by his 
authoritarian tone. 


‘Punishment,’ she cleared her 
throat and the word came out in a 
strangled sound of definately not 
wanting to be said. 


‘A spanking and then a caning,’ he 
left her in no doubt. 


“Yes, sir,’ she nodded her head 
miserably. 


“You will first of all lift your skirt.” 


Very unwilling fingers slowly, 
gradually teased the hem of her 
neat uniform higher and higher. 
Reluctantly she gradually exposed 
the shapely thighs all the way up 
to her stocking tops and as her face 
registered more and more unease, 
so she was revealing the spreading 
tapering muscles of her white 
thighs above the stocking tops 
themselves. Tight fitting panty- 
knickers were now shamefully ex- 
posed as Cindy held the hem all the 
way up to her waistline. 


She did not like the way he was stu- 
dying the full rounded thrust of her 
Mons against the V of her panty- 
knickers especially as she was 
aware that little wisps of hair 
peeped round the sides. 


Her eyes opened wider and wider 
when with index fingers and 
thumbs he tested the material of 
her panty knickers despite the fact 
that they were a tight fitting gar- 
ment. He still managed to get his 
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finger into the leg itself so that his 
finger tip could feel the brush of her 
soft pubic hair, but she thought that 
his was not what he wanted to feel 
at all, he was testing the tight pull 
of the cloth. Whatever he wanted, 
she couldn't help but respond to 
the tickling sensations that pulsated 
through her pussy to make it warm 
and pleasant! Well, it would have 
been pleasant under other 
circumstances. 


‘We shall have this skirt off,’ he was 
so dominant that Cindy forgot to 
plead and argue! 


Slowly, yet again, she removed the 
skirt and now stood very hapless in 
her state of shame and humiliation. 
And then he wanted her to stand 
with her hands folded up behind 
her back. A correct posture, he had 
told her when a naughty young lady 
is being prepared for chastisement. 


She was not in any position to say 
one way or the other. Her tummy 
was too full of butterflies and her 
metabolism too full of shame and 
terrible foreboding to worry about 
the seemingly necessary pre and 
pro her spanking which she could 
see no way of avoiding. 


He fussed with her for just a short 
while and he knew he could take all 
the time he liked, and he could also 
have this shapely beauty any way 
he chose. Her whole being, 
although screaming her humiliation 
also expressed to him a surrender- 
ing nature to being disciplined. She 
may not like it, but he could read 
her character like an open book. He 
could tell her now to do whatever 
he wanted her to do, and poor Cin- 
dy would respond in a fully obedient 
manner. Her whole personality, 
although she may not realise it, 
showed her own natural response 
to discipline and a strong 
authoritarian attitude, and in this 
she had found a very firm example 
in Mr Trellawney. He was a well 
practised master of Authoritarian 
Attitudes. When he directed her to 
bend over the high stool, he was 
not surprised when she went over 
withut so much as a ‘please no’. 
Her attractive face certainly 
registered a pleading countenance 


that told him she did not want to do 
this awful and shameful thing, but 
her body responded automatically 
by bending over with the stool 
swaying slightly so that it was on 
two legs only. Her knicker covered 
bottom was thrusting with the 
natural reaction to her bending tor- 
so and when he told her to thrust, 
she thrust! The blossoming cheeks 
of her bum, making the cloth 
stretch as tautly as it could, was 
now positioned perfectly for him to 
spank. The first smack was very 
warming! She was surprised that it 
did not actually have her yelping 
and jumping and it was only when 
he really got into his stride that she 
discovered that spanking was not 
so warm as the first smack 
suggested! 


‘Aaaagh...owww...yeeegg...oww 
please...please. No..it hurts...my 
bottom is so sore,’ she tried to get 
him to cease. Her legs kicked and 
splayed as the hot radiating heat 
spread all over her roundly posed 
bottom and then he seemed to tire 
at long last. 


As she stood awkwardly before 
him, she showed her retinence, and 
that stinging was like an infernal 
buzz of fire on both cheeks of her 
bottom. Then he was ordering the 
impossible. 


“You will now take your knickers 
off,’ he said it with that same cool 
tone of mastership that had started 
out this whole wretched business. 


‘Oh please Mr Trellawney; it is too 
shameful,’ she choked. 


And even as she said it, she sobb- 
ed as she thumbed her panties all 
the way down to her feet and 
discarded them. 


He did not think it one little bit 
shameful. As far as he could see 
Cindy looked most charming. The 
nest of hair, almost neatly coif- 
feured round the ball of her legs 
where the thighs met the tummy 
would normally have heralded the 
fact that she was really a very sexy 
creature and under the right cir- 
cumstances, one could have a ball 
with such a girl in a sexual ex- 


perience, but he was not here to en- 
joy a sexual experience...yet! 


Again she adopted the meek and 
demure posture of showing off her 
lower body and when his fingers 
stroked the hair she eased back 
just slightly. 


‘Stand still,’ he barked. 


So severe was his tone that she 
blinked like a woman who has done 
something terribly wrong and then 
she stood upright to show him how 
contrite she felt. 


‘Too much of this,’ he said accus- 
ingly. ‘Too much of being touched 
here by young men...and yourself 
no doubt...that's why you wanted 
to show off you body in front of 
cameras. 


She was about to defend herself 
when she thought better of it. Bet- 
ter to say nothing than to give him 
further cause to spank and cane 
her. But, despite the terrible throb- 
bing heat on her bottom, the damp- 
ness between her legs was 
manifesting her own ripe sexuality 
and how her body happily sur- 
rendered to being touched up like 
this. 


It was degrading and certainly very 
debasing having to stand so still 
whilst his finger titivated her soft 
passage, but what else could she 
do but to accept the masturbation 
in silence. 


Her spanking ordeal was hardly 
finished yet, because she 
discovered that he was quite able 
to draw her across his knees as he 
sat there and she felt that this was 
even more shameful than being 
bent over. She felt that she was too 
big to go over his lap, but she was 
soon more concerned about the ad- 
ditional fire being stoked up as his 
hand once again took up the rythm 
and tempo of spanking her wriggl- 
ing buttocks as she exposed to him, 
how soft and delightful her sex was 
with the kicking of her feet and legs, 
she automatically emphasised the 
small mouth of her sex lips... 


‘Now, you will fetch me the cane,’ 
he told the sobbing beauty. 


Her hands rubbing and holding the 
furnace of her bottom did not want 


to touch the cane or anything like 
it. Despite all her objections to what 
he has told her to do, she handled 
the cane very gingerly. It was like 
a coiled springed serpent in her 
hand as she transported it back to 
him. The wretched thing sprang up 
and down up and down as she 
walked and her stomach grew 
tighter and tighter with each step 
she took. 


Cindy could not understand why 
she was making her now bared bot- 
tom so very rounded! He had told 
her to bend again and this time 
when he insisted that she thrust 
back very forcefully, she did so. 
She could feel the burning robs 
tautly rounded, perfectly rounded 
and the dip of her back was push- 
ed down hard by his restraining 
hand. 


‘That is how | want you for each 
stroke...understand?’ 


‘Yes, sir,’ her 
acknowledged. 


quite voice 


“You know why | am caning you, 
don’t you?’ 


‘Yes, sir,’ she choked hopelessly, 
defenceless. 


‘Why am I punishing your bottom, 
Cindy.’ 


‘Because | have been very 
naughty,’ she responded. 


Lord, what am | doing and saying, 
she asked herself as the realisation 
of her own meekness came home 
strong and clear. 


‘And you accept that it must be on 
your bared bottom,’ he added. 


‘Yes, sir,’ she gawped even though 
she did not accept it at all. 


‘All punishment should be given on 
the bare bum,’ he added. 


‘Yes, sir,’ she stayed there wonder- 
ing how she could be taking all this. 


‘And you are no exception Cindy,’ 
he progressed her self humiliation. 


‘No, sir,’ she moaned. 


‘You admit that you have been 
naughty,’ he said. 


“Yes, sir,’ she groaned. What the 
hell, she was beyond any self help 
now and if he wanted her verbal 
confession and admission then 
what could she do but otherwise go 
along with him. 


‘And so what must | do?’ he ask- 
ed, the cane see-sawing across her 
red cheeks arse like a bow across 
a fiddle. 


‘Cane my bare bottom sir,’ she 
choked. 


‘Place your ankles apart,’ he 
ordered. 


Stiff legged, and bum thrusting, 
Cindy weakly obeyed the terrible 
command and the soft lips once 
again showed the centre of her sex. 


‘I'm very sad to see a girl like this,’ 
he sighed. 


He almost convinced her that he 
was telling the truth. 


One thing he certainly did convince 
her was the fact that a cane zipp- 
ing down across her bottom was 
most certainly very painful. 


It made a distinct sound of a sharp 
whistling sound as he gave her the 
first wristy cut...the centre of her 
cheeks at the meatiest roundness 
prevented the whippy cane from 
progressing any further! 


“Yeeoooo...ooowwww...' her voice 
filled the cellar as am immediate 
aftermath ofthe cane raising a very 
different sting across the cheeks of 
her bottom. And as though they had 
been ignited into movement by the 
sting, both balloons of her backside 
thrust from side to side very 
attractively. 


‘Oh no...please...it hurts...it hurts,’ 
she told him unnecessarily. 


“Yes, yes, | am sure it does...hold 
yourself still,' he spoke soothingly 
at first and then snapped because 
her backside and hips were going 
into every fantastic writhe it could. 


The low humming swish filled the 
room again; a loud thwack came at 
the exact moment that her bottom 
felt the angry additional line of fire 
that ripped across both cheeks... 
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‘I don't like it...please...it stings too 
much...no more please...’ be 
good...very, very good...anything, 
I'll do anything,’ she shrieked. ‘| am 
sure you will, and | am going to pro- 
ve that you will,’ he calmly told her. 


He could make her do ‘anything’ 
anyway, but she did not realise this. 
She was behaving very naturally. 
It was very natural for her to offer 
‘Anything...’ ‘Anything at all...” It 
was not the first time he had heard 
such an offer, and it was not the 
first time that he had taken advan- 
tage of it either! It was always much 
better when they thought they were 
responding to ‘anything’ else 
because they had offered it! 


Three strokes further were laid ex- 
pertly across her writhing bottom 
and then he replaced the cane. 


‘Are you sure you would prefer to 
do ‘anything’ else?’ he asked as he 
addressed the still bending but now 
distinctly striped cheeks. 


‘Oh yes, sir...| am sure | would,’ she 
sobbed. 


“You must stay still,’ he showed an 
angry attitude. 


It was surprising how still she 
managed to hold herself. Her bum 
was like a fire filled hot-plate, and 
she was truly confused at the heat 
also being generated between her 
legs! Cindy honestly felt that if he 
had continued caning her, she 
would most certainly have 
orgasm'd! She did not want to 
come with the cane striping her bot- 
tom, but bewilderment and confu- 
sion unified to send her head into 
a reeling dizziness of passion and 
pain. 


She held her teeth tightly together 
when he decided to test the red 
skin of her bottom with the palm of 
his hand. She closed her eyes too 
as strange sensations started to 
spear deep into her system...the 
ecstacy and the agony joined 
together and she gripped the stool 
hard to prevent her own hands from 
going round to prevent his stroking 
freely all over the cheeks of her 
bottom. 


‘Gather your things and come 
upstairs,’ he told her. 


It was after he had told her to stand 
upright. Despite the fact that she 
had not enjoyed bending over, her 


reaction was certainly very slow 
and this was caused by the terrible 
hotness all over the cheeks of her 
bottom. Gradually she managed to 
regain the upright posture, and she 
did not seem to care about the fact 
that she was once again exposing 
the delightful tuft of hair and the 
area of her smooth skinned tummy. 
Her hands were too busily engag- 
ed in holding the throbbing cheek 
so fher chastised bottom. 


Neither did she seem to worry 
about the fact that he was undoing 
the rest of her uniform because 
soon her pert thrusting titties 
covered in brassiere of the laciest 
type were revealed. All worry and 
sensation right now was centred 
round her bum and the manner in 
which it throbbed incessantly with 
that terrible aching heat of a pain- 
ful spanking and caning she had 
been given. 


‘| shall see more of those in a 
minute,’ he indicated the titties still 
concealed in her brassiere. 


‘Yes, sir,’ she had brokenly 
sobbed. 


What else could she say? Had he 


deemed it and she, in her present 
situation had accepted it as a fact. 
There was no argument, no com- 
plaint. Nothing except perfect sub- 
mission. She certainly was not go- 
ing to start the stupid business of 
pleading and pretending modesty. 
That would never do, especially as 
he was the one with the cane, and 
the palm and the authoritarian 
manner. 


Then she was alone looking at the 
door through which he had 
departed. She was to go upstairs, 
her bottom still exposed and still 
throbbing though it had to be ad- 
mitted that the sting had now sub- 
sided to a throbbing hum. She pick- 
ed up her skirt and her panties, and 
then slowly, responding to the 
enhancement of the pain in her bot- 
tom, she climbed the stairs. She 
was pleased to be out of the cellar 
and the implements that had reduc- 
ed her to a state of abject obe- 
dience without question. Perhaps 
if she showed a very submissive 
manner he would not want to 
punish her bum again. He might be 
happy to digitally excite her, and 
although she realised that this was 
a naughty thought, at least the 
thought was much better to accept 
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than that awful stick and the hand 
that Could make her bottom so ab- 
solid hot with the burning of 
chastisement. 


Her bottom now was feeling the 
cool air of the passage when she 
climbed slowly but certainly the 
deep staircase...the whole area 
below her waist was nakedly 
revealed, and she was pleased, if 
pleased is the word, that there was 
nothing covering the buzzing heat 
of her bum. 


Although the sharpness and sting 
had left her bottom now, Cindy 
could not help but admit to a 
strange sensation of fruity ran- 
diness simply because the throbb- 
ing itself had diminished to a 
warmth similar to the aftermath of 
a caressing nature. The hip sway- 
ing movement that caused her 
rounded nates to jerk from side to 
side with each ascending step on- 
ly increased the almost ‘pleasant’ 
sensations now flowing across the 
plains of her red cheeked buttocks 
and although she had to admit to 
a liking for the warmth she would 
not accede to the fact that she 
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Being bent across a stool over his 
lap and then bending again to take 
the swishing cane was something 
that Cindy felt was too awful for 
words. She also felt that the sting 
of her chastisement was also 
spreading and there was only one 
way it could spread!! Downwards 
and as the thrilling heat waves in- 
vaded the soft spot between her 
legs, that too was getting excited. 
It was all very confusing and she 
discovered that it helped a little 
when she pressed her thighs tightly 
together so that her ascending walk 
up the stairs increased or at least 
‘helped’ the pleasurable responses 
filtering through to the pussy itself. 


By the time she reached the top of 
the stairs where Mr Trellawney 
awaited her a little impatiently she 
thought, her whole mental system 
had undergone a transformation 
from pure humiliation and shame to 


a simmering passion heat that was 
begging attention. 


‘| can understand your reluctance,’ 
he told her sternly, ‘but you must 
not attempt to constantly postpone 
the inevitable,’ 


‘No sir,’ she mumbled without try- 
ing to explain she was trying to get 
the most of her randy sensations to 
enhance as she walked. 


He patted her bottom as she pass- 
ed him to preceed him into the 
room where he had directed her to 
attend, and she winced because 
although she was prepared to en- 
joy the now pleasant hum throbb- 
ing on her bum, she did not want 
that feeling to be replaced by fur- 
ther spanking and caning. She 
would have to try doubly hard to 
please him. 


Then she was looking down at his 
busy fingers as he released once 
again the lower buttons of the tunic 
of her uniform. Soon, all too soon 
she was easing it from her arms to 
leave only her shapely excited 
breasts still filling the lacy 
brassiere. 


‘Take it off,’ he indicated the bra. 


As she reached behind her to un- 
do the catch, the response on her 
globes was a delight on the eye. 
They thrust forward most attractive- 
ly and it was the devil's own job to 
stop himself from having a feel right 
there and then, but Mr Trellawney 
had other bodily tasks in mind for 
the beauty now standing in just 
stockings, suspender belt and high 
heeled shoes and with her coquet- 
tish blushes expressed a very 
delightful statue of modesty. 
Although he had been studying it 
from back and front, her soft downy 
nest of pubes were still hidden by 
the manner in which she coyly plac- 
ed her hands over the Mons as 
though to protect it from his sear- 
ching eyes. 


“You have no time to be modest,’ 
he told her angrily. 


She hastily pulled her hands to her 
side as she recalled that she was 
going to try doubly hard not to of- 
fend him. 


To ensure that she did not try such 
a foolish act again, he ordered her 


hands to the back of her head and 
after she had put them there he 
even insisted that she pull her 
elbows right back. It was a good 
pose too because now her shape- 
ly breasts were fully tautened and 
thrust forward as though she was 
well and truly offering her upper 
charms for his pleasure. 


‘So you offered yourself to my 
manager...like this?” 


His hands were doing nice things 
to her excited breasts and he 
played with the nipples so that Cin- 
dy once again responded in a most 
natural way...her body was excited 
and she was quickly approaching 
the point of no return...that point 
where all honesty as to what she 
would really like to happen would 
come to the fore and she would be 
unable to pretend that she did not 
like it! 


“1...| could not help it,’ she gushed 
helplessly. 


‘And this too,’ he reached down 
and found her easily accessible as 
she held her legs slightly apart. 


‘Aaahhh...oh yes...| could not help 
that either,' she choked as sheer 


tormenting shafts of hot erotica 
stabbed straight through to her sex 
cauldron. 


‘You liked it though." 


‘Yesss...just as | like it nowww,' she 
choked as she thrust her pelvis for- 
ward and with him holding his 
fingers still, ram rod rigid but cer- 
tainly very still, Cindy moved her 
body backwards and forwards so 
that it was she who was conducting 
the tempo of the speed with which 
her pussy was being stroked and 
masturbated. 


Trellawney liked the helpless 
necessity which made her respond 
in such a manner and as he strok- 
ed, digitally cajouled and played 
with her so they both progressed to 
the state where she was getting into 
the bed and he was preparing to 
join her. 


In the metropolis it had been one 
of those office desks, that had to 
serve for her back and Cindy felt 
that this would be a much better 
way...a bed is much more comfor- 
table and a man could find all sorts 
of ways to caress and feel an attrac- 
tive woman’s body. 
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DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn’t you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What’s Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO's payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


